THE TRUTH-INTOXICATED YOUTH

and a villain, doubtful of his conduct, went so far as to /
press on his body iron tongs burnt red-hot, but not a cry/
of groan ever escaped his lips. At another time, some^
wicked people strung together a number of old shoes in
the form of a garland and attempted to throw it round
his neck, while Vijaykrishna was in a trance during a
sa-mkirtan in the house of a Goswami. But instead of
falling on the neck of Vijaykrishna, it fell on the neck of
one of the Goswamis of the house.

The life of great teachers is always a life of
martyrdom. Socrates was made to drink poison. Galileo
was thrown into prison. St. Stephen was stoned to death
and his breast was scored with scars. Bruno was burnt
alive. Jesus Christ was crucified. But God armed them
all with a weapon to shield themselves, and they fought
under His aegis. They are dead, but the Truth has
triumphed, Vrjaykrishna had not the least thought of
retaliation, the outcome of bad blood, but always had
meek forbearance, Christ-like and Promethean in its
grandeur.

.... Justice, when triumphant, will weep down
Pity, not punishment, on her own wrongs,
Too much avenged by those who err.

The orthodox Hindus interpreted Vijaykrishna's
action as an orgy of mental intoxication, whose remedy
is the syrup of poppy. Whatever they did or said was
meant to afflict him. But nothing could turn him round.
The lamp of his faith burned as unflickering as ever. His
convictions were as robust and firm as the Rock of
Gibralter. The elderly people advised him to leave
Santipur. He told them that, if staying there, he could,
through their grace, set up a Brahmo Samaj by way of
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